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In on our souls, wo arc In a fair way
to Improve.

It is only when we blindly consider
ourselves as right iu everything that
wo are all wrong.

Jt is only when we blindly consider
ourselves as right in everything that
wi are all wrong.

So if your look back shows you mis-

takes and errors and misbeliefs, be
glad that the New Year gives you a
clean slate to try for the right road
and the true goal.

He thankful for the mental perspec-
tive when you see it with clear sight
with new true eyes.

There is no need of making resolu-

tions, for right seeing means right
thinking and right thinking is the
path to right living.

Perhaps your faults are those mean
little ones which you would like to
exchange in a bunch for one noble sin,
but there are no exchanges of that sort
or we should all be noble sinners.

The petty fatits are the thorns that
cluster round jjonie of the finest roses
In life's big garden, crowding, jarring,
overtopping one another in their eager-

ness to got to the light.
Maybe the old year has been a good

friend in some special instances that
oti can recall.
Perhaps it brought you back with

a short, sharp shock from a too arro-
gant happiness or an overconfident

v;o

YESTERNIGHT the ycjx lay dymj:'
By his low'y cojeh we met

Brining and trying
Some with smiles ana some with sighinfl

To remember or forget

Now the nurshng year is waking.

And we gaze into res eyes

Heedless of his srcs lorsaking,

In h.s cradle he is taking

Gifts from earth and sea and skfes.

Dawn of gold and sunset gleaming,

April eve nnd Junetiae morn

Th.ngs of truth and not of scorning.

These have glorified his dreaming.

He the heir, the newly born.

In his tiny grasp he treasures
Miches thut may sopi be ours

Sunlignt gold m bnr.mi,ng measures.

Meadow fragrances and pleasures.

Honeyed wine ciistiliod of flowers.

Soon the child will frolic hghtly

O'er his fathor s grass-gree- grave.

Day shall be his plaiiiate brghtly.
And his sleep be sweetened nightly

By the songs of wind and wave.

Ahthub L Sai.i

New Year Irresolutions

promises all things without reserve
is too often like the fellow who
doesn't question tho hotel bill nor ask
the price of tho wiee, because he
doesn't intend to pay it anyway. The
fellow who is prodigal with his vows
and promises and poetry is generally
the one to whom such things mean
nothing and. being of no value, can
be Hung about generously to every
girl he meets. The firm with the big-

gest front office is likely to bo the
one with the smallest deposit In tho
safe. The man who swears oft loud-

est on New Year's Is usually the one
they have to carry home tho morning
after. And the chap who promises a
girl a life of roses Is the one who will
let her pick all the thorns off for her-

self."
"Perhaps," sighed the wid'iw, chew-

ing the stem of a violet thoughtfully,
"the best way to cure a man of a
taste for anything, after all. Is to let
him have too much of it instead of
making him swear off. If you want
him to hale the smell of a pipe Insist
on his smoking all the time. If you
want him to sign the temperance
pledge, serve him wine with every
course. If you want him to bate a
woman. Invite her to meet him every
time he calls, and tell him how 'suita-
ble' she would be."

"And if you want him to love you,"
finished the bachelor, "don't ask him
to swear it, but tell him that he really
ought net to. The best way to man.
age a donkey human or otherwise
is to turn his head in the wrong di-

rection and he'll back iu tho right
one."

"Then." said the widow decisively,
wo ought to begin the New Year by
making some irresolutions."

"Some--what?-

"Vows that we won't stop doing the
things we ought not to do." explained
the widow.

"All right," agreed the bachelor
Ihouuht fully, I'll make an iriesolu-m.ikin-

tion to go on love to you as
much as I like

"You nie. in. as much as I like. Mr.
Travers, coirei'teii the widow se-

verely.
"I low much do you like?" the

baelu'lor, leaning oer to look into
Ihe widow's eyes.

The widow kicked the corner of the
rug tentatively.

' like- - all but the proposing." she
said slowly. "You really ought to
stop that"

"I'm going to stop it tonight"
The widow looked up iu alarm
"Oh. you don't have to commence

keeping your resolutions until to-

morrow morning," she said quickly.
"And ate you going to stop refusing

in' toniglil," continued the bachelor
firmly.

The widow Mudlcd th- - e irner of
the rug with great concern.

"And.'' went on the bachelor, tak-
ing something from his pocket and
loving with it thoughtfully, "you are
going to put on this ring"-- - ho leaned
over, caught the widow's band and
slipped the glittering thing on her
third linger. "Now." he begun, "you
are going to say that you will"

The widow sprang up suddenly.
"Oil, don't, don't, don't!" she cried.

"In a moment we'll me making prom-

ises!"
"We don't need to," said the bache-

lor, leaning back nonchalantly, "we
can begin by making arrangements.
Would you prefer to live ii; town or
at Tuxedo? And do you think Kurope
or llermuila the best place for the"

"lleriiiiida. by all means," broke In

the widow, "und I wish you'd have
that hideous portico taken olT your
town house. Hilly, and" Hut the
rest of her words were smothered in
the bachelor's coat lapel ami some-

thing else. i

"Then you do mean to marry me, j

after all!" crb'd the bachelor tri-

umphantly.
The widow gasped for breath and

palled her hair anxiously.
meant to marry you all the

time!" she cried, "but I never thought
yon were really in earnest, and "

j

"Mi thinks," quoted the bachelor
happily, "'that neither of us did pro
test loo much. We haven t made any
promises, you know."

"Not one," n joined the widow
promptly, "as to my flirting."

"Nor as to my clubs."
"Nor as to my relatives."
"Nor my cigars."
"And we won't make any vows.

cried the widow 'except marriage
vows.

"And New Year's Irresolutions,"
added the bachelor.

"Listen!" cried the widow softly,
with her fingers on her lips.

A peal of a thousand silver bells
rang on i on the midnight air.

"The chimes!" exclaimed the wid-

ow. "They're full of promises."
"I thought it sounded like wed- -

ding bell.' said the bachelor, elisap- -

pointedly.
"Maybe, said the widow, "it was

only Love ringing off." Loa Angeles
Times.

New Year's Calls.
The custom (if visiting and "vending

presents and cards on New Year's day-I- s

recorded almost as far back as his-

tory goes. The practice of using visit-

ing cards can bo ttaced back for thou-

sands of years by the Chinese. Their
New Year's visitins cards are curiosi-

ties. .Each one sets forth not only the
name, but all the titles of its owner,

"and, ns ail Chinamen who have any

social position at all have about a
dozen, it makes the list quite appall-

ing. These cards are made of silk or
else of fine paper backed with silk and
are so large that they h&a to bo roll
ed up to be carried conveniently. They
are. Indeed, so valuable that they tra
returned to their ownri.

Little
Jeffrey's
New Year

Luck
ITTLI-- Jeffrey was au or-

phan lad whoso father
was killed In a rallroadl
accident when Jeffrey
was a tiny baby in his
mother's arms. And the
mother had lcen mado
so ill by the sudden
death of little Jeffrey's
father that she was no
longer able to care for
her baby and a few

months later she went to join the fa-

ther and baby Jeffrey was left all
alone In the world.

Then friendly neighbors who hart
too many babies of their own to find
room for this little fatherless nnd
motherless boy had him taken to art
orphan asylum and he grew up with
eO other boys and girls who had no
mother or father.

When Alice Lane came to tli"
home she was eight years old. Her
mother and father had died within
n few weeks of one another and it
was a sad eyed little girl who crept
about the big rooms of the home.
Little Jeffrey had a big heart and ho
felt very sorry for Alice.

On the third day after her ar-
rival he walked up to her and plant-
ing himself in front of her he said.

"Alice Lane, why do you cry so
much? Why don't yoi; play?"

lie was such a funny, freckle faced
little fellow that Alice smiled a faint
little smile. It was the first one since
her mother's death. Then the lears
came again ami she sobbed:

"I want mamma, Jeffrey i want
papa, too, nnii my own homo. This Is
big and lonesome and they don't lov
you like mamma and papa."

l'rom that time on Alice and Jeffrey
wire the best of friends. He was
such a cheerful little fellow- and often
so rlroll that many times Alice
laughed in spile of herself.

Hut when Alice began to talk much
of her home and her mamma and pap:i
be began to wish for one. too. Tlo'
wish grew and grew until at last ho
felt that there was nothing in the
world that he wanted except a moth-
er and a father and a home. When
Christmas time came and the chil-
dren wrote their wishes on a piece of
paper one of the house mothers read
in Jeffrey's: "Pies, I don't Want
nothing but a father and a mother
and a homo with flowers in the win-
dow."

Krom lime to time children were
taken from (he orphans' home by pen
ple who had no children of their own.
The bouse mother hoped so mueli
that little Jeffcry would lie chosen
and his wish granted. Hut the people
who came passed by the-- eager littl
fellow who eyed each newcomer
hopefully.

St; Christmas day passed and Jeff
rev received sweetmeats and warm
chub. ng and an iron engine, but not
the father and mother and home.

He cried himself to sleep that night
and Alice had to turn comforter for
the next few day..

".Mamma always said New Year's
was die lucky day and maybe you'll
pet them then. And if you don't, then
you will srmo other time, 'cause Moth
cr Hunis said she'd fry."

On New Y'ear's morning Jeffrey
was awake early, amf hi.-- , first thought
was:

"Maybe I lie mether'll come to day."
A few hours later a very pretty

woman dressi i in velvet and furs fol-

lowed by h tall man came to the home.
Little Jeffrey looked up hopefully. Hut
the woman seemed not to see the boys
for her eyes were scanning the faces;
of the little girls. When she saniv! to
Alice she started:

"That's the one, Jerome," she said
eagerly. "The same gentle face and
blue eyes and gulden hair. V must
have her. It will seem like having our
little Alic hack again!"

When she learned the name of the
little girl she had chosen she was
still more Interested.

"You would like to go home with me,
dear, wouldn't you?" she asked
Alice.

"Y'es. ma'am." answered Alice, "but
I couldn't go without Jeffrey, 'cause
he's been my friend and he wants a
fattier and a mother so bad."

"Oh, but I don't want a little boy.
dear. I Just want one little girl to
make it seem as though my own Alice
were living," answered the lady.

"Then 1 can't come," said Alice, "un-
less they mak'j me r."

For a few moments the man and
woman talked together and the man
seemed to see in little Jeffrey all the
things that other people had missed.
He saw the honest blue even, the firm
mouth and the manly walk, and he
saw years ahead when the same little
boy miuht be his partner In business.
Then he said to Jeffrey:

"We want a son. as 'sre" as a daug-
hter. Fo we ill take you home ind
give yon a happy New Year."

"New Y'ear's is iho lucky day. Isn't
It?" answered Jeffrey, beaming Into
the faces of his new parents. And
the smile woo the lady's heart and
she took him as gladly as she did
Alice.

So Jeffrey found his father and
mother and home and a sister all on
a happy New Year's daj;. Fartnera'
Review.

year has found
we were geniusmXOTHER used to the

summer had
really gone.

Husy people never have
time to dwell very niueh
on the passing of the sea-

sons.
The days are so full of

tasks and Father Time is
always catching up and

petting ahead of us In spite of his ad-

vanced BgO.

It is always the same old story!
Spring surprises us with Its blos-

soms and its bursting brooks anil then
summer has come and gone before we
know it.

Very few of us stop to think that,
this swiftness of time in its passing
indicates that we are really living

rather than lolling through life.
It is only when the days hang upon

our hands that we know how blessed
are those other times when we have
to make lists of the many things we
have to do and get up early mornings
to begin them.

Of course Wc are likely to complain
that we. get so little done, especially
at this time, when the calendars tell
us that another Ztiii days have become
a part of yesterday's 7.000 years.

We look back regret fully and repine
that we have no little to record in the
way of achievement, beyond the mere
act of living from day to day and from
week to week.

r.til. living in the right spirit, striv-

ing, If not always accomplishing and
completing the tasks wo set ourselves,
is nothing to regret.

If. conies rear to that simple life
that sounds so grand and Inspiring
when It is lived in the woods, but
which is quite as line when lived In a
big city.

There is no doubt that when we try
to set up standards of happiness and
contentment and peace at the close of
a year that has had ltsayifts of sun-

shine and its stretches of shade, that
it is Impossible to put wealth, or fame,
or success, personal popularity, beauty
or even health itself forward as the
great, good thing that makes life worth
living.

The thing that counts Is the ability
and the desire to feel nn interest in
things, in events and persons in the
game of life itself.

All the other blessings pall unless
that interest remains. It is very close-
ly akin to health for It is a part of
youth, of vitality, of life.

It has become the general practice
to speed the departure of the old year
wllh every indication of rejoicing, wel-

coming in the new with acclaim ami
expressions of satisfaction.

It Is natural and wholesome to look
forward, but those of ns who wish to
Include the brick of gratitude in the
building of our characters should learn
to omit our complaints of the luck the
old year has brought us.

In truth, the new year will be to a
great extent like the old what we
make It and how we take It.

Things will happen in accordance
with the same laws that guide this big
earth of which we are a small part.

So we can greet 1 DOS In a calm and
liappy manner, rather than with any
manifestations of frenzied Joy at its
coming, and let us have the good man-
ners to speed our parting guest, l'JOT,
politely.

Wllh all his faults we know hiin for
what he was and the new year Is as
jet a stranger to us.

We can hope and believe that all
good things will come with him, but
let us avoid the hackneyed congratu-
lation on the passing of a twelve-
month that probably treated us better
than we deserved.

The dawning of another January Is
invariably the time for what are called
"good resolutions," which translate
themselves Into rash promises, usually
broken before the new year Is well un-

der way.

That was the way of
expressing an Inclination to reform
one's bad habits and people kept on
from youth to old age making these
good resolutions every Gist of Decem-
ber, finding themselves eoch year fur-

ther from perfection than ever.
Good resolutions are not so preva-

lent, or at least not so noisy as they
used t.: be at this time.

They have become popular material
for the comic papers and everybody
knows what a joke they are.

Nevertheless, the close of a year is
a capital time for a look back, a retro-
spect In which we can sec the faults
hat are on the mend with us, or the

ones that have persevered and grown
stronger.

Maybe gome new tendency lias
sprung up which docs not promise
well.

At all events if we are able to get
a aew view of our characters as
though a starclilJgut bad beep thrown

lie glad of that jar, even though it
kept you stirred up for awhile.

Perhaps the past 12 months have
healed some breach or brought some
ship home, the white sails of which
you have been watching wistfully for
months or years far out at sea.

lie glad of that.
Perhaps some millstone has fallen

from you and you stand free at last on
the great highway with long, manacled
arms reached out to the sky.

He glad!
Or peace has settled on a troubled

ocean and you can greet the sunrise
with a smile and a prayer of thankful-
ness for another day.

Maybe there is a cradle in one cor-
ner of your home this New Year's eve
with a most important guest cuddled
in down blankets and rose-lea- f palms
upturned for your kisses.

No need to tell you to he glad.
Or success has come to crown some

effort at which you have toiled rather
wearily, hardly daring to hope.

Or if it has been withheld, be glad
that you have nevertheless tried. It
will all come to you some day.

The old year has taught us lessons.
Let us profit by them and enter into

the new armed with experience rather
than plunge Into it as though it were
a rose garden.

It is rpiite as full of danger and con-
flict, and clouds as the. old friend that
is going.

Ijpt us wish It will have even as
much sunshine and gladness and joy.

We can meet It with splendid hope
and lively faith for those two quali
ties are what make our dreams come
true.

Let us cherish a few good hopes that
it may bring us the things we stand
in need of health, happiness, good
friends success, Joy and the clear
vision that will teach us to discern the
falsi; from the true.

May it leave us our beliefs and our
ideals.

Teach c.s to love more and to hate
not. at all.

To be content with the blessings that
we have.

To cultivate sweetness and good na-

ture rather than excluslveness.
To meet the wor'i with a smile.
To stille criticism of things and peo-

ple.
Never to make little of our own.

THE POOR OLD YEAR.

y.y.

1 I w f 1 l:

Hit Him Again. He's Got No Friends.

COOD BY, OLD YEAR.

By Clifford Kane Stout.
C.mil-t.y- , Oh Year, your mission ends

With midnight I'liitiK-- nml nil is dune;
The records writ wltli Joy or less.

The il. i ftillilliM ml guerdons won
Ar) hung ns trn!ili s rniiml tliy rime.
And tliou are nairn-- with oMen time.

I'orrvr riiioie.nli. futrful past.
That r iw so much no lnw ran change;

!! iimtiim; nnd tin; end of thlnns
That wrTo to he, the new nnd si rinse,

The eld ai rl worn nnd bloom ani Illicit,
l'a.sKed to Ihp dark or born to light.

And, oil, for Koine happy ytir;
Hwpet WMiMins ram; JnyniiMy:

Old friends iIaFtd h:inde and stringers
Met.

And sunshine fell no Kl.nl and free
On buoyant youth, and smiles were fair,
And laughter bantered pain and tare.

Som" t"ara must fnll In ever year;
Your portion runic when Brief had set

A b.olge of niourninB on the tipiirot
Of inme whose love could not forget.

And hopefully, without dismay.
They covered friends of yesterday.

Ooorl-h- Old Ynr: we recret the New;
When we rer-al- l your trift and cost

May then a double portion show
Thy favor won o'er which was lost.

Cood-by- ! A hand at parting; then
A benediction and ameo.

Cincinnati Lnuiw.

The Widow Discusses Them
With the Bachelor.

the sweetest I ever bad. It tvas
sweeter than the apples I stole when
1 was a kid and tho kisses 1 stole
when-- -"

"H you came here to dilate, on tr.o
joys of sin. Mr. Travers," began the
widow coldly

"And," proceeded the bachelor.
"I've made up my mind to slop llirt-in-

wiih a girl, because 1 found out
that she was biinniug to to"

"1 understand," interrupted the
widow sympathetically.

"And, by .love:" ilnisbed the bache-
lor, "I had to restrain myself to keep
from going back and proposing to
her!"

"How lucky you did'" commented
the widow w itlieringly.

"Hut I wouldn't have," explained
the bachelor ruefully, "If the gorl had
restrained herself."

"Nevertheless," repeated the widow.
"It was lucky for the girl."

"Which girl?" asked the bachelor.
"The girl I broke off with or the girl
that came afterward?"

"I suppose," mused the widow ig-

noring the levity and leaning over to
arrange a bunch of violets at her belt,
"that is why it Is so fit for a
man to keep a promise or a vow
even a marriage vow."

"Oh, I don't know." The bachelor
leaned iiaek and regarded the widow's
coronet braid the smoke of
his cigar. "It isn't the marriage vows
that are so dilficult to keep. It's the
fool vows n man makes before mar-
riage and the fool promises he makes
afterward that be stumbles over and
falls down on. The marriage vows
are so big nnd vague that you rait get
all around them without actually
breaking them, but If they should in-

terpolate concrete questions into the
icnice such as, 'Do you, William,
promise not to growl at the coffee '

"Or, 'Do you, Mary, promise never
to put a daub of powder on your nose
again?'" broke In the widow.

"Nor to look twice at your preity
continued the bache-

lor.
"Nor tn lie about your nge, or your

foot or your waist measure."
"Nor to juggle with the truth when-

ever you stay out after half-pas- t ten."
"Nor Jo listen to things that that

anybody except your husband may
say to yon In the conservatory oh,
1 see how It feels!" finished the wbl-07.- -

with a sympathetic little shudder.
"And vet." reflected the bachelor.

"a woman is always exacting vows
and promises from the man she loves,
always putting up bars for him to
jump over; when If she would only
leave him alone he would be perfectly
contented to s!ay within bounds and
graze in his own pasture. A man
hates being pinned down; but a wom-

an doesn't want anything around that
she can't pin down, from her belt and
her theories to her hat and her hus-

band."
"Well," protested the widow study-

ing the toe of her slipper, "it Is a sat-

isfaction to know you've got your hus-

band fastened on straight by his
promises and held In place by his
own vows and that he loves you
enough to "

"Usually," Interrupted the bachelor,
"a man love3 you la Inverse ratio ta

By HELEN ROWLAND

S.VT it hard, said tbo
widow, glancing ruefully
at the holly w reathed
clock on the mantel piece,
to know where to begiu
reforming yourself?"

"Great heavens!" ex-

claimed the bachelor,
"yon are not Ruins to do
anything like that, are
you?"

The widow pointed sol
emnly to the handi! of the clock,
which indicated 11:30, and then to
the calendar, on which hunff one tin

leaf marked Heeember ill.
"it is time," she sighed, "to beejn

mental liowsecleaniiiK; to sweep out
onr collection of last year's follies and
dust olT our petty sins and lllng away
onr old vices and"

"That's broke in the
bachelor. "It's so bard to know Just
what to throw away and what to keep.
.Making New Years resolutions is like
iloin;; the spring liousecIeanliiK or
clearing out a drawer full of old let-

ters and sentimental rubbish. Yon
know that there are lots of things
you ought to set rid of, and that are
just In the way. and that you would,

be better off without, but the minute
you make up your mind to part with
anything, even a tiny, insignificant,
vice, it suddenly becomes so dear and
attractive that you repent and begin
lo take a new Interest in it. The only
time 1 ever had to be taken home in
a cab was the day after I promised to
sign the pledge," and the bachelor
sighed reniiniscently.

"And the only time 1 ever overdrew
my bank account," declared the wid-

ow, "was the day after I had resolved
to economize. I suppose," she add 'd
pensively, "that the best way to begin
would bo to pick out the worst vice
and discard that."

"And that will leave heaps of room
for the others and for a lot of new lit-

tle sins, beside, won't it?" agreed the
bachelor cheerfully. "Well," he added
philosophically, "I'll give up murder-
ing."

"What!" the widow started.
"Don't you want me to?" asked the

bachelor plaintively, rubbing his bald
spot. "Or perhaps 1 might resolve not
to commit highway roffbery any more
or to stop forging or "

"All of which Is so easy!" broke in
the widow sarcastically.

"Therc'd be some glory nnd some
reason in giving up a big vice," sigh-

ed the bachelor; "if a fellow had one.
Hut the trouble is that most of us men
haven't any big criminal tendencies,
merely a heap of little follies and
weaknesses that there Isn't any par-

ticular virtue in sacrificing or any
particular harm In keeping."

"And which you always do keep, in
spite of all your New Year's vows,"
remarked the widow Ironically.

"Huh!" The bachelor laughed cyni-

cally. "It't our New Year's vows that
help us to keep 'em. The very fact
that a fellow has sworn to forego any-

thing, whether If a habit or a girl,
makes it more attractive. I'vo. thrown
away a whole box of clears with the
finest Intentions hi the world and then
gotten up in the middle of th night
to fish the pieces out of the waste bas-

ket. And that mldnlebt amoks was

L
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